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C To M* Edwarde Cobham.

My Lde Socrates,

2^f)whofe wyfdome dyd excell,

And paft the reache,
of wyfefl in his tyme,
Surmounted all,
that on the earth dyd dwell,
That Craggye Hyls,
of vertue hye dyd clyme,
That Socrates,
my Cobham dyde allowe,
Eche man in youth,
hyrn felfe in Glaffe to vew,
And wyld them oft,
to vfe the fame, but how ?
Not to delyght,
in forme of fadyng Jhew.
Nor to be proude
therof, as many be,
But for to ftryue,
by beautie of the mynde,
For to adpurne,
the beautie he doth fe.
If warlyke forme,
Dame Nature hym aflygncte,
By vertuous lyfe,
than countenaunce for to
That ihall deface,
the fayrefl of them all,
Suche Beautie as
no age nor yeares wyll fret:
That flyes with fame,
whan fyckle forme doth fayle,
Thus muche I faye,
that here to the prefent,